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stairs," till we goi: a general with the genius of
Marlborough to lead our victorious armies irresistibly
to the Rhine. Upon this my companion trotted out
the old argument that in trench-warfare there was
no room for generalship.  To accept that argument,
I said, we would have to turn our back on the whole
history of warfare, lose all faith in the limitless
capacity of the human brain, and admit that human
resourcefulness had gone bankrupt.    But while I
rejoiced at the recall of French, I felt distressed at
hearing the second piece of intelligence. I was always
sceptical of the Allies achieving anything really
effective either on the Eastern or Western Front,
but of their success in Gallipoli I never for a moment
doubted. I had read, of course, from time to time of
the growing difficulties they were experiencing in
the Peninsula, but I knew what English doggedness
meant and that, I thought, if nothing else, must
inevitably carry the day and leave us in possession
of both Gallipoli and Constantinople.   It was the
worst piece of news I had about the War since I left
England, and knowing as I did the value the Orien-
tals set on mere success, I feared about the evil
effect it was likely to create when it spread in India
and the East generally. And as I pondered over the
Gallipoli Failure I wondered if it would not have
been more glorious to have fought to the last and
failed than to have thus so readily given up the
struggle and withdrawn, when we had half the
original Expeditionary Force practically intact and
were almost within sight of Constantinople.
After staying for a day and night at Singapore-we